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brooding heroes, who have mostly failed in one way
or another, and prefer to look on at life as ironic
spectators,

Frank Harris's most brilliant achievement is the
paradoxical but convincing demonstration of how
much there is of Hamlet in Macbeth ; how again
and again this blood-thirsty and barbarian chieftain
of a savage age throws off his murderer's mask to
reveal a visage pale with thought like Hamlet's;
how he will often, stopping in the midst of headlong
action, indulge in the most untimely soliloquies, and
utter in the very accent and intonation of Hamlet's
voice great generalisations on old age and death and
sleep, telling us ; There's nothing serious in mor-
tality,5 or pausing, in the very crisis of his fate, to
describe life as a walking shadow, and poor player
on the stage.

Hamlet, it has been said, metaphysicalises the
things he doesn't do, Macbeth the things he does;
and it is no wonder that the practical Lady Macbeth
despises him for his brain-sick thinking, so out of
place in the drama and in the age they live in, and
crying, c give me the daggers!3 goes off (after, how-
ever, permitting herself a pun like one of Hamlet's)
to smear the grooms with blood.

Ill

What, then, are the ways of thought and feeling
by means of which Shakespeare portrays himself (if
we agree that he did portray himself) in Hamlet ?